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been few. It is usual to see their progeny smiled at through
life for stilted pretension, or despised, at best pitied, for an in-
active, inglorious humility. The shadow of the oak is broad,
but noble plants seldom rise within that circle. It was fortu-
nate for the sons of Scott that his day darkened in the morning
of theirs. The sudden calamity anticipated the natural effect
of observation and the collisions of society and business. All
weak, unmanly folly was nipt in the bud, and soon withered to
the root. They were both remarkably modest men, but in nei-
ther had the better stimulus of the blood been arrested. In as-
pect and manners they were unlike each other: the elder tall
and athletic, the model of a cavalier, with a generous frank-
ness; the other slender and delicate of frame, in bearing,
of a womanly gentleness and reserve; but in heart and mind
none more akin. The affection of all the family, but especially
perhaps of the brothers, for each other, kept to the end all the
warmth of undivided childhood. When Charles died, and Wal-
ter knew that he was left alone of all his father's house, he evi-
dently began to droop in spirit. It appeared to me from his
letters that he thenceforth dreaded rather than desired a return
to Scotland and Abbotsford. His only anxiety was that his
regiment might be marched towards the Punjaub.

II. THE DESCENDANTS OP SIB WALTER SCOTT.

[In 1848 Lockhart wrote: " The only descendants of the
Poet now alive are my son, Walter Scott Lockhart (a lieutenant
in the army), who, as his uncle's heir of entail, has lately
received permission to assume the additional surname of Scott;
and his sister, Charlotte Harriet Jane, married in August, 1847,
to James Eobert Hope, Barrister, second son of the late Gen-
eral, the Honorable Sir Alexander Hope, G. C. B."

Of Walter and Charlotte Lockhart as children, of their
beauty, intelligence, and charm, all who have written of them
give the same testimony. And in the case of the sister, the
promise of childhood was to be amply fulfilled. One of the
very few published letters of Mrs. Lockhart, written a few
months before her death, speaks of Walter, then in his eleventh
year, as "a strong, robust boy, reading even Latin books withear friend, can imagine with what a heart I have reentered
